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FOREWORD. 



MYTHS. 

Always in Myth and Allegory, shine 
The Highest and the Holiest, at the dawn 

Of their appearing. Ever, the Divine 
From depth or height invisible is drawn. 

The perfect truth on mountain tops of light, 
Or in the depths of God's infinity 

Dwelleth invisible to common sight 

Where Love and Faith alone can hope to see. 
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The Doubters. 9 



THE DOUBTERS. 



A DIALOGUE. 



Two forms of doubt beset the minds of men. 
The one scorns Faith — the other worships it. 



These moods conflicting dwelt in two fast friends, 

True Sceptics both, anxious for truth and Hght ; 

Truth, always, first and last, at any cost. 

Like Positive and Negative they stood 

At different Poles, and therefore, each to each 

By strong magnetic impulses imi>elled 

Strove for a union. Thus they waged their strife. 

Optimist — 

When, to the Source of All, mine eyes I raise 
Grave doubts have I, and make them thanks and praise 
To God because His realm is infinite — 
Abounding in unfathomed mj^teries. 
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If thought could touch its greatest depth and height 

How poor it were compared with what it is — 
Exhaustless source of splendour without end, 
Beauty past power of sight to comprehend ! 

Pessimist — 

I dwell in darkness, with no more of light 

Than serves to make the shadows more profound ; 
I cannot, will not, should not — worship Might 

In face of all the ills I see around. 
The warp and woof of this great scheme of things— 

The very bed and body of it, thrills 
With Life, which that great Power which made it, stings, 

Torments, then all too late for Mercy, kills. 
Granted, the sum of happiness outweighs 

The mass of pain and grief of those who mourn — 
That Evolution never fails to raise 
A better life from death of by-gone days — 

What balm is that for m5n:iad creatures, torn, 
Bruis'd, crush'd, extinguish'd in the upward ways ! 

Optimist — 

Extinguish'd ! Who shall dare say that } The lie 

Is giv'n to him from every quarter ! Nought 
That ever into being came can die. 

Or backward into nothingness be brought. 
Nothing is doomed to perish— not a spark 

Of energy— of Matter, not a grain. 

The forms alone are changed — the things remain ; 
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One form of life completed, they embark 
In other forms, in other spheres again. 

To dread annihilation none can fall. 
Eternal life is God's good gift to all. 

Pessimist — 

Mix'd Metaphor ! The gift is given to Dust 
Of matter — not to Soul, in which you pride. 

Optimist — 

Since it is given to the least, I trust 
It has not to the greatest been denied. 

Pessimist — 

Why is the way so hard — so dark— so painful ? 
Could not Omnipotence do all things ? — Make 
The nerve for pleasure only, not for pain ? 
The Mind for Joy, not Sorrow, and the Soul 
Secure from Sin ? Why does He suffer Evil ? 
If He be perfect — why is not His Work 
As perfect as Himself ? 

Optimist — 

The problem old 
That vexes every age is based upon 
A false assumption. Thus the case is stated — 

God could and would not, or He would and could not 
" Have guarded all His work from every ill ; 
Therefore He must be, either not Almighty ; 
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" Or not all Good." 

But here the starting point— 
The ground on which the argument is based 
Is not a fact — is the reverse of fact — 
Not truth but error. The assumption is 
That the Impossible cannot exist 
For the Almighty or Omnipotent. 
That is not so. Omnipotence itself 
Is bound by Law against self-contradiction — 
Cannot produce a creature that could be 
Itself and not itself — the same and not the same 
At once and in one form. Could make no nerve 
Able to thrill with pleasure dead to pain — 
Almighty God Himself could not have made 
A soul that could be holy, yet not free 
To sin. Therefore, unless His Universe 
Became an Automatic, dead Machine, 
Sorrow and pain and sin must be at least 
A possibility' — choice being left 
Free to the will and power of finite beings, 
Without coercion from the Infinite. 

Pessimist — 

So it may seem to us, who cannot see 
What you call Spirit, as we see, and test 
And prove material things. If Soul exists 
' Why has the Soul no eye ? 

Optimist — 

It has : its name is Faith. 
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Pessimisi — 

A wilderness, a phantasy, as wild 
As dreams that flutter round a madman's skull — 
Where each man makes unto himself his God 
And Heaven ! No such fool's paradise for me ! 

Optimist — 

God grant me faith — true faith— the open eye 

Of every pure and upward looking soul. 

As surely as the body's eye in health 

Each day receives true light from each day's sun, 

So surely with the oj^en eye of Faith 

The pure in heart stand face to face with God, 

Beholding Him as Father — dwelling in 

The high and lofty place — whose name is Holy — 

Inhabiting Eternity — Abiding also 

With every contrite, humble, human spirit. 
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TO WM. WATSON. 

Response to his Poem " To the Unknown God." 

(The words in italics, between quotation marks, are 
Watson's). 

" Best by remembering God, say some 
We keep our high Imperial lot : 
Fortune, I fear, hath oftenest come 
When we forgot — when we forgot ! " 

Was it when we forgot our God 

We prospered ? Graceless Charles ! Reply ! 
Or when with prayers and tears were trod 

The thorny paths that lead on high ? 
O Cromwell, Milton, Hampden, Pym, 
Wolfe, Havelock, Gordon, answer him ! 

Blots on our fame confessed must be, 
Yet though not wholly free from stain, 

What Nation ever was more free ? 
Not by forgetting came the gain ! 

What are they — those old deeds of shame — 

But sun spots upon England's fame ? 
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'Raise thou the stone and find me there, 
'Cleave thou the wood, and there am I* 

"... / never dare 

To dream that in my prisoned soul 

" The flutter of a trembling prayer 

Can move the mind that is the whole.*' 

" Yea in my flesh His Spirit doth flow J* 

Raise thou the stone and cleave the wood 
To find the God now hid from thee. 

Declare not thou, in faithless mood, 
He evermore must hidden be ! 

Hast thou not said His Spirit doth flow 
Yea in my flesh ? Dost thou not know — 

If in thy very self thou art 

In flesh and spirit nothing more — 

Say rather — nothing less than part 

Of Him — why should'st thou not implore 

" The Mind that is the whole " to move 

For thee in answering care and love. 

We are but atoms in His sight. 

But what is small or great to Him ? 
He is in all ways Infinite ; 

Why then should faith and hope grow dim ? 
With small and great in like degree 
Eternal, Infinite is He. 
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'* Not Him that with fatUastic boasts 
" A sombre peof)le dreamed they knew — 
A mere barbaric God of Hosts. 



A God for ever jealous grown 

Of carven wood and graven stone,*' 

The ** sombre |Xiople's early dream 

Ages before it met thy scorn 
Had broadened to a glorious beam 

Of later psalm and prophet born. 

Let not the Hebrew be impeached 

By Poet of a later time 

Till he can touch the height sublime 
That David and Isaiah reached. 

Oh brother of a favoured race ! 

With deeixjr, truer insight trace 

The annals of the former days, 

Where deeds of our forefathers blaze. 

Up thorny paths, with bleeding feet 

They pressed where storm and tempest lx3at ; 

For God and Country lived and died, 

For us obtaining Empire wide. 

Conquests of sword, and tongue, and i)cn, 

O'er Nature's wilds, o'er savage men, 
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In arts and science conquerors they ; 

And all they won is ours to-day, 

That we to loftier heights may press 

The Sovereign Rule of Peace and Righteousness. 

Yet thou art right with prophet voice 
To warn us 'gainst the use of Might — 
Or its misuse — neglecting Right. 
Now, as of old, there stands the choice 
For nations, of the ways that lead 
Through paths of falsehood, pride, and greed ; 
Or straighter ways to nobler gains 
Where God, not Mammon, guides and reigns. 

The sins of our forefathers lie 
Open, O Lord, before Thine Eye. 
Visit them not on us, nor let 
Their stamp upon our souls be set. 

Let every lower aim be sacrificed ; 

Give to our Race the graces that endure. 
Impress on it the image of Thy Christ 

To make it just, and merciful, and pure. 
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IMAGINATION. 

Whence come those magic Powers that give 

To Poets all the Universe, 
With power to make its features live 

As images within their Verse ? 
From Star and Galaxy to Cell 
Of Atom — all is 'neath their Spell. 

The Christ that by the wayside stood 
And to the common people spake, 

Desiring, more than daily food, 

That He the bread of heaven might break 

And give with blessings multiplied 

Till every soul be satisfied, — 

Could bid the common eye behold 
And see the common things of earth 

In meadow, sea and sky, unfold 
The truth and glory of the birth 

Of life in God, which all may share 

Whose souls can rise to faith and prayer. 

The Poet's special grace and gift — 

Imagination — is divine, 
Then only, when it can uplift 
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The outward Vestures that enshrine 
The myriad forms wherein are wrought 
Eternal God's Creative thought. 

If he degrade to lower aim 

His gift divine, — count well the cost ! 
Though he be crowned with wealth and fame 

What profit if his soul be lost ? 
Sit rather at the feet of Christ ! 
Let all of Earth be sacrificed — 

So Heav'n be gained ! Yet doubt thou not 
The great All Father's providence 

Is round about thy earthly lot. 
We lack, as yet, some finer sense 

Some inner purity of sight 

Responsive to Heav'n's purest light. 

In human weakness 'neath the rod 

The Christ Himself must sharer be ! 
Hear Calvary's cry — My God ! My God ! 

O why hast Thou forsaken Me ? " 
" With larger, other eyes than ours " 
God looks upon our sufferings hours. 

Press onward up the narrow way ! — 
Bear patiently thy share of woe, 

His coming kingdom may delay — 
Cling closer to His side — although 

The Crown that shall the Cross requite, 

Be hidden yet from mortal sight. 
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The Divinity of Sorrow, 



THE DIVINITY OF SORROW. 

If strenuous toil, displacing rest, 

Ne'er strained our nerve — would that be best ? 

If in our luscious fruits, the taste 
Of sour, or bitter ne'er were placed — 
If Summer sides had never a cloud — 
If Wintry cold, or snowy shroud 
Were never spread o'er fertile fields 

To rest the buried seed and root, 
Would that be best for harvest yields — 

For Summer flowers — or Autumn fruit ? 

If pain and grief ne'er dimmed our eyes — 
Were life all joy — would that be best ? 

Surely if Sorrow purifies 
And lifts us Heav'nward, it is blest. 

O Son of Man — ^no grief like Thine 
Was ever borne. To Calvary, 
With lowly heart and bended knee. 

We come, and know that Sorrow is Divine. 
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CROSS AND CROWN. 

*' If I be lifted up I will draw all men unto Me." 
Inscription on statue of a Christian martyr branded on 
forehead with a cross. 

Son of God ! O Son of Man ! 
In thee true life for me began. 
In life or death, whatever betide, 
My heart is thine, O Crucified ! 

Our lives are here, a stormy birth 
In wild dark night before the morn. 

The Crowns of Saintship upon earth 
Are not of laurel, but of thorn. 

1 see the Sun set — darkness drear 
Like death is coming, yet I stand 
Steadfast in faith, till o'er the land 

New life with morning shall appear. 

My cross I wear as crown, in sign 
Of sin and death o'ercome in strife, 
Which, gladly yielding lower Ufe, 

Made Christ's Eternal Glory mine. 
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The Heavenly Vision. 



THE HEAVENLY VISION. 

Awake, asleep, by day and night it lies, 
That vision heavenly before mine eyes. 

It dazzles, blinds me ; Reason fails to chain 

Its subtle forms to measured rule and line : 
It hovers round me always, like a strain 

01 melody and harmony divine. 
Not free from jarring notes that speak of pain, 
Discord, and anguish. Now the sweet refrain, 
More sweet from passing discord, comes again. 
Yet never clear : some jarring notes remain. 

Mists hover round me ; — dim the Vision grows ! 
By passion, pride, and selfish strife obscured, 
The prayer of Bartimaeus blind, secured 
Entrance from Night and Darkness into Light. 

O Thou to whom his cry for help arose, 

Hear mine, that I, too, may receive my Sight ! 
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AT EVENING PRAYER. 

The sun is slowty sinking in the West, 

Once more, oh God, we bend before Thy Throne ; 
To Thee, our Father, be our sins confessed, 

And all our cares upon Thy mercy thrown. 
By Thy forgiveness may our souls be blessed, 
And holy peace be with us as we rest. 

Through all the dangers of the coming years. 
May Christ in us, true light and life provide ; 

In all temptations, trials, doubts and fears. 
Grant Thou Thy Spirit to inspire and guide : 

Be with us till the strife and toil are past. 

And bring us home to Thee in Heav'n at last. 
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Unity. 



UNITY. 

[Published on the day of the taking the referendum vote 
deciding the question of the Federation of the Australian 
Colonies and the establishment of the Australian Common- 
wealth], 

I. 

O Severed Tribes of brothers — ^say 
Shall we win Nationhood to-day ? 

God made us one, and therefore we 
Nearest and dearest unto death 
Brothers or enemies must be. 

Know we not well that if the breath 
Of strife and hatred stir the blood 
Of brotherhood, no deadlier flood — 
No fiercer — more envenom 'd spell 
Can issue from the depths of hell ? 

III. 

God made us one. If we remain 
Divided — lo ! a monstrous sin 
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And greater danger ! Love of gain 
Against eacli other, creeping in, 
May bring on us the awful fate 
Of brother love made brother hate. 

IV. 

God made us one. Against His hand 
Dare we, His favoured sons, relxil ? 

Across the borders of our land 
Set hostile bar and sentinel ? 

V. 

Awaken, Austral breath ren ! 

Let selhsli strife be done ! 
The glory of our future 

By Union must be won. 

VI. 

The call is heard — God's own decree 
To day the j)eople's voice shall be — 

VII. 

Rejoice ! The tril)es that scattered lay 
Have won their Nationhood to-da5\ 
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Lago Maggiore. 



LAGO MAGGIORE. 



RETURN AT EVENING FROM ISOLA BELLA. 

Half way across the lake the evening shadows 

Advancing from the western mountains creep 

Towards the East. The brilliant hues of day 

Pale into softer beauties. Morn and Noon 

Have purpled o'er the waters, touched with flame 

Of pure white glory distant snowy summits 

Of mountains blending with the shining clouds, 

The fields with vivid emerald, the woods 

With deeper hues of green and glowing bronze. 

But now the glory melts to quiet shades 

Save where, in pearly grey, the brightness lingers. 

Onward the growing shadow slowly sweeps : 
It covers all the lake — touches the shore — 
Rolls up the Eastern mountains — overflows 
The last far distant summit. Night has come, 
Deep, silent, calm and jieaceful ! Not in gloom ! 
The stars in multitudes are looking down 
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From the blue vault above, and gleaming up 
Reflected from the deep blue wave below. 
There comes a silent majesty of calm, 
An infinite unutterable peace, 
And faithful souls recall with solemn joy 
The word divine — My peace I give to yon 
Not as the world gives, give I unto yon'* 
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The Orphan. 



THE ORPHAN. 

A Guardian Angel sought the Mercy Seat, 

And, with his latest charge did reverence there. 

" Receive," said he, " this soul for glory meet, 

And give another object for my care." 
The smile of God was on the Angel thrown, 

Go," said the Everlasting, choose thine own." 

Swiftly to earth the gladden'd Angel sped. I 
There, warmly by a mother's love embraced, 

He saw a child round whose uplifted head 

Beauty and brightness like his own he traced. 

Farewell ! the Angel said, " Thou hast a guide, I 

God keep that loving mother by thy side." 

Ascending then above the firmament, 
He saw the earth revolve beneath his gaze. 

And like a moving drama represent 

Life's varied objects in bewildering maze. 

On bright and joyous ones the Angel's eye 

Dwelt lovingly, and yet he passed them by. 

Now to his view arose a scene of care — 

Father and mother followed to the tomb | 

I 
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By their forsaken child, whose deep despair 

Enshrouds her in a desolating gloom. 
Crushed is her spirit. By its weight of grief 
Driven to very deadness for relief. 

Poor Orphan ! from thy woful trance awaken ! 

Though deadly be the bitter of thy cup ; 
By father and by mother now forsaken, 

This promise stands, " Thy God shall take thee tjp.** 
Smiling, he gave an Angel choice — and see — 
He smiles again to see him choosing thee ! 

Now by thine Angel guide thou shalt be led 
In ways of pleasantness and paths' of peace : — 

Thy soul sustained upon the Living Bread, 

In faith and hope and love shall still increase : — 

Thy Hfe to God a willing offering given. 

Thy death shall be to thee the gate of heaven. 
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THE HIGHER LIFE. 



THE TWO POOLS. 

Upon a low dead level lay the first, 

Near neighbour to a ditch, 
From which. 
When the full stream over its confines burst, 

By many a well-worn channel led 
The foul ditch water made the pool its bed. 

Created by its vapour's poison breath 

Foul things into it crept 
And slept 
After a loathsome life in loathsome death. 

In summer, drying up it lay 
A noisome thing — a blot upon the day. 

The other lay upon a mountain's side, 
High up in purest air. 

And there 

A thing impure might come, but not abide. 

As scum upon the surface cast 
Away in constant overflow it past. 
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Place there doth every tender beauty find, 
By which a holy thought 
Is brought 

Into the pure and upward-looking mind : 

And the prismatic hues of heaven 
In summer to its last clear drops are given. 



THE TWO LIVES. 

One, ever grovelling in low desires. 
Foul thoughts are welcomed in, 
And sin 

Riots unchecked till lusty youth expires ; 

And age, as wasting passions cool, 
Is like the drying of the ditch-fed pool. 

The other, in a higher atmosphere, 

Lives near to God. In constant strife, 
This life 

Labours to keep heart pure, and conscience clear 

And to its last few days are given 
Light from the opening entrance gate of heaven. 
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The Dream of Endymion. 



THE DREAM OF ENDYMION. 

Dark clouds are o'er me. Tears hide all 
The world, save where one far-off gleam 

Of vague wild hope uplifts the pall. 
I live but in the memory of a dream. 

Was it a dream ? My queen ! My queen ! 

No mortal could have shaped in thought 
The beauty that mine eyes have seen ; 

O let my soul again be caught 
Away from earth in blissful rest, 
Upborne to heaven on thy sweet breast. 

I saw the earth sink down. Red Mars 
And Venus on our faces glowed ; 

We soared until th' approaching stars 
Grew into suns. The dread abode 

Of the Celestial Powers drew near, 

Joy changed to awe, and love to fear. 

Closer I felt thy loving arms, 

The dreadful splendours of the skies 
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Chastened their light in thy sweet charms, 
Looked love upon me from thine eyes, 
And drew my soul beyond the line 
That severs mortal from divine. 

Now, thirsting for a joy above 
Ail joys that earth can ever give, 

I wander, seeking thee, my love, 
For thee content to die or live. 

I have no being of mine own. 

Thine am I ; thine, and thine alone ! 
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THE FESTIVAL OF PAN. 

Scene. — Forest on Mount Latmos, An altar prepated for 
offerings. 

{Children with flowers and garlands.) 

The long, long hours of night have passed, 
The prayed-for morning comes at last, 
While others slept, our fingers weaved 
These altar garlands, ivy leaved. 
And floral crowns, whose lovely hues 
Are freshened with still falling dews. 



Silent and desert still the sacred spot ! 
O tardy worshippers, why come ye not ? 



Hush ! a sweet sound is floating by ! 

Is it of earth, or air, or sky ? 

It swells, fades, dies, revives again. 

Great Pan — WTience comes that Heavenly strain ? 
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Damsels — 

From your rivers, lakes, and mountains, 

N5miphs, whose love-inspiring glow 
Flushes the immortal fountains 

Whence the loves of mortals flow. 
Play about us in the dancing 

Leaves upon the breezy hills ; 
Laugh upon us in the glancing 

Sunbeams ; murmur in the rills, 
Till ye fill our hearts to madness 
With the anguish of Love's gladness. 

Then hie ye, unseen, to each meadow and grove 
Where lost in fond day-dreams our young shepherds rove. 
Songs, full of tenderest passion, O sing them — 
Heart full of love, to our feet O bring them. 

Shepherds^ — 

Ere yet the morning's tender rays 

Burn into noonday heat, 
We come through sweet, wild, woodland ways 
Our loving fair to meet. 
They come ! — the play of sunUt waves — the light of 

summer skies 
Are in their merry dances, and love-illumined eyes. 

Damsels and Shepherds — 
Joy is everywhere, 

The Spirit of Love is abroad, 
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And the music in the air 

Is breathed by the lips of a God. 

(The notes of a hunting-horn are heard* Hunters enter 
singing). 

Hunters' Song — 

The red dawn flames in the Eastern sky, 
As away, to the gallant hunt we hie. 
Hark ! through the merry woods ring out 
The hounds' deep bay, and the hunter's shout. 

The savage prey, with crouching form 

And gleaming tusks, deep hidden lies. 
Pan startles him with a sudden alarm — 
Away through the forest in terror he flies. 
At bay, he glares with despairing eyes. 
The hounds are upon him, his race is o'er ; 

He is under the ban 

Of the great god Pan, 
And our flocks shall dread his fangs no more. 

The day is done, 

The prey is won, 
In triumph let Pan and his wood-nymphs hear 
The horn, and the clash of the hunting spear ; 
And the darkHng woods ring merrily out 
With the hound's deep bay and the hunter's shout. 
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HYMN TO PAN. 

The Priest — 

Now to the altar. Hunters, shepherd swains, 
And you, ye gentle maids and children, come ; 
No heart must fail to-day, no tonguie be dumb. 

Rich bounty Pan hath poured, praise him in loftiest 
strams. 

(They all gather near. The children form an inner circle 
round the altar, and lay their garlands upon it. The 
priest pours the offering as the people sing their hymn 
of praise to Pan). 

The ripened grain like seas of gold, 

Are rolling o'er each fertile ^eld, 
And multiplied a thousand fold 

Our teeming flocks and orchards yield. 
O bounteous Pan ! the source of all 

Art thou ! To thee our thanks we bring. 
Hear us, as on thy gracious name we call — 

Hear us, O Shepherd King. 

Come not in terrors clad to-day ; 

Shake not the mountains in thy wrath ; 
With Echo, through the forests play, 

Bid Naiads dance about thy path. 
With love-songs fill the murmuring woods, 

Spread flowers where'er thy feet have trod 
By silver streams in sylvan solitudes — 

Hear us, O Forest God. 
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The grandeur of the towering hills, 

The chaxms of peaceful vales are thine ; 
Thine is the quickening breath that fills 

The earth clod with a soul divine. 
The mystic spell of prophet lore, 

The poet's power, with thee began ; 
All praise be thine with worship evermore — 

Hear us, O mighty Pan. 
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BACCHUS. 

Scarcely the first flush of triumph was past 
Which the falHng of man over devils had cast, 

When the Arch One assembled them all 
And said to them : That which so well was begun 
Is far from completed, nay, much is undone 
Of the ruin I wrought at the fall. 

The Souls that I hurried so nearly to hell 
Once more in the joy of their maker may dwell ; 

The fallen, become the forgiven. 
Add sunn'd in the love of Omnipotence, earth 
Break through the dark cloud of its sin, giving birth 

To joys not unworthy of heaven.*' 
Wildly then hell and its.conclave raged 

Writhing in envy and hate. 
Till Bacchus arising, all visions engaged : 
Stiird was their fury, in wonder assuaged 

For his eyes seemed with triumph elate. 

You marvel," he said, That I join not the cry 
Of malice defeated, which hell raises high 
To hear that the plan of our chieftain is foiled 
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And that man shall regain the proud peace we 
despoiled. 

But the Spirit through me of a deep working charm 
Shall still the best good of his nature deform, 
And pleasing his palate shall secrete wdthin. 
The cup of his pleasures the madness of sin. 
Scarce hath he a virtue or generous flame 

Unknown to an evil extreme, 
Wherein its best energies work into shame, 

Or waste in a lustful dream. 
And mine is the Agent most mighty to level 
The warmth of his good with the fire of his evil. 
The joy the love gives him in heaven had birth 
And came with its purity perfect to earth, 
I'll deepen its warmth to a passionate craving 
For pleasures inconstant, depraved, and depraving. 
Just is the anger which honesty feels 
When actions of wrong the wrongdoer reveals ; 
Bat over that wave of emotion I'll sweep 
And stir not its surface yet poison its deep. 
Till man dragging man to the pitfalls of fate 
In the lust of revenge and the blindness of hate. 
Shall seem, if 3^ou look not too closely within, 
The Spirit of justice at warfare with sin. 
When passion shall rise with the spirit of drink 
Restraint like a thread in a furnace will shrink. 
Then mirth shall be madness and blood shall be 
flame. 

And virtue shall seem but a spiritless shame, 
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And all that is good in this proud piece of dust 
Shall wither and burn in the fire of his lust." 

He ceas'd and through the vault of hell 

Resounded a triumphant yell. 
As if the work triumphantly were done 
Triumphal celebration was begun. 
A globe of hght, o'er which a creeping cloud 
Seemed surely working to become its shroud 
Resembled Earth, straight thence a clouded Une 
Led where the rehcs of an Art divine 
(Such blasphemy possessed the unforgivcn) 
Had wrought in hell a mimicry of heaven. 
Far to the left, in depth and darkness rode 
A lurid image of their own abode. 

Crossing the line from earth to heaven, behold ! 
The art of Bacchus hath a river rolled 
Whose end is hell ! And pausing on the brink 
Shadows resembling men are seen to drink. 
Tis sweet ! They drink again. Yet sweeter still ! 
Again ! It charms ! What fire their bosoms fill ; 
Again — Again ? With frenzied laugh and scream 
They plunge, and wallow swine-like in tha stream ; 
And driving onward with the torrent force. 
Speed headlong down their hell-directed course. 

Gloating upon the sight the foes of man 
An arch of triumph for the wave began. 
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And as its span from bank to bank was cast 
Hell shook throughout with one exulting blast. 
One, and but one. Transfixed with sudden pain 
The gasping demons could not shout again, 
They could but gaze, and see the creeping cloud 
Arrested on the globe it sought to shroud. 
Less clouded grew the Une from earth to heaven, 
Though through it still the demon's wave was driven 
The arch of triumph, slowly changing shape, 
Bridge-like became a way of sure escape, 
And Temperance upon it took her stand. 
Asked but the wish and gave her saving hand, 
Even of those who in the torrent raved 
Such as would grasp that ready hand were saved. 

Then Eagle Triumph, in the soul of hell 

Suddenly smitten, from existence fell. 

Despair sat sullenly on all save one — 

Satan — who seeing what might yet be done — 

To rouse his followers forged a ready lie, 

And cried blasphemingly — Fear not ! 'Twas I 

Whose will called up these phantoms to your view, 

That so I might recall ye, to pursue 

Action, in place of triumph premature. 

Step last should be, enjoy — ^step first— ensure ! 

Ye craven spirits ! were ye even now 

Sure of the fruit, yet unassayed the bough. 

And now not once evoked, lies Effort dead 
Before the frightings of a shadowed dread ? 
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Shame kill such fear ! O Bacchus, if thy deed 
Equal thy boast, Such effort shalt thou need 
As, till the end is gained, must shun with care 
These moods relazed of trimnph and despair. 
Drink is a mighty Agent ! Yet will some 
Both tempter and temptation overcome. 
Others will love our means of ill too well 
And work upon themselves the will of hell. 

Then, Bacchus, to thy work ! And aid him well 
All ye unnumbered subtleties of hell ! 
Creep from the wine cup to the soul of man 
And finish there the work your chief began, 
Form well the appetite, prepare the feast. 
Let taste for sin by tasting be increased. 
Let Reason drown and Passion take her place ; 
Till Pleasure leave of purity no trace. 
Conscience, at first, may foil your deepest snare. 
The cup again will be your triumph there. 
Before it, every upright thought will bend, 
The cup ! the cup ! shall triumph to the end. 

On his mission Bacchus went, 
Many aiding him were sent. 
How succeeding, this may tell ; 
Great rejoicing was in hell. 
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VICTORIAN JUBILEE ODE. 
Music by Alfred Plumpton. 

[This Ode was performed, by authority and in presence 
of the Government of Victoria, by the leading Musical 
Societies of Melbourne, as part of the State programme 
arranged for the celebration of the Queen's Jubilee. 
The enthusiastic reception accorded to it by an immense 
audience, bore testimony to the deeply-rooted love and 
loyalty of the people of Australia to the Queen and 
Commonwealth of the land still universally known among 
them by the dear name of Home 

I. 

Hark to the rolling tide 

Of myriad Jubilees, 
In swelling harmonies spread far and wide 
Like earth surrounding seas. 
From frozen pole to torrid zone, 
Hymns are ascending to thy throne, 
Remotest East to the Far West replies, 
Lifting thy glorious name unto the skies 

— Victoria ! 
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II. 

Thy reign, like a fair morning star begun, 

Growing still fairer, clearer, and more bright ; 

Now o'er the western wave, a glorious sun, 

Full orbed in splendour, floods the world with light. 

O Queen ! whose sovereign might 
Stands ever for the right. 

And rules the free ; 
From this triumphant hour 
May God uphold thy power. 
Till Heaven be thy dower. 

All hail to thee ! 

III. 

Southward, O Queen ! now turn thy face. 

List to a daughter of thy race ; 

A babe among the nations : Yet to Fame 

Not all unknown. She bears thine own great name. 

Victoria — 

Queen of my mother land, to thee 
This day with fervent heart I raise 
My brightest torch of love and praise. 
Mother of nations, as thy children throng 
Around thee, each with song succeeding song. 
Oh, warm and welcome may my tribute be. 
Thou gavest mc a royal gift — thy name ! 
A sacred pledge and heritage of fame, 
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And I upon my brow with pride will wear it, 
And in my heart of hearts mth love will bear it. 

Around thee a halo of glory 
Is shed from a mighty past, 

And the dawning rays of a future 

Still brighter are round thee cast. 
Thou art shrined in a glow of splendour — 

A glory of world-wide love — 
That encircles thy throne, and uplifts it 

All earthly thrones above. 

Awake, my Austral Sisters, 

Let selfish strife be done. 
The glory of our future 

By union must be won. , 

• / 

IV. 

The call is heard. The Southern brood 
Of giants rise in joyous mood. 
Each like an infant Hercules 

But now in cradle sleeping, 
Awakes in deadly grip to seize 

Serpents of discord creeping. 
Th' envenomed reptiles writhe in vain 
In each sinewy grasp — ^They are slain ! They are 
slain ! 

In sure accord the song shall be 

Of the Sisters that dwell in the Austral sea ; 
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Across their borders hand seeks hand, 
They are one in their love of the Fatherland ! 
In soul and kindred one are they, 
One name inspires each heart and voice to-day 

— Victoria ! 

V. 

New SoiUh Wales — 

I am the eldest born, but none 
Of first or last shall speak to-day— 

Greater or less, we come as one 
The tribute of our love to pay. 

The Colonies United — 

Not for the majesty alone 

That came to thee with crown and throne, 

But for the pure unsullied fame 

Of thine own life we bless thy name. 

The Southern isles fair greetings send. 
Fervent, as skies that o'er them bend, 
In loving loyalty addressed 
To the dear islands of the West. 

Beloved Queen ! thy people's joy is thine, 
Therefore we pray —may gifts divine. 
Heaven's bounties in full garnered store, 
Be thine and theirs for evermore. 



Digitized by Google 



1 



4^ Victorian Jubilee Ode* 



VI. 

Thus over all the world thy peoples raise 
Their songs : the Heav'ns are filled with prayer and 
praise. 

Their glory on thy regal brow 

Undimmed, unstained, hath ever been, 
Therefore our hearts to thee we bow. 

We love our Nation in our Queen. 
God keep thee still in that high place 

Of world-wide Empire ! 'Neath thy sway 
May Britain still th* ethereal grace 

Of Heaven-born liberty display. 
In every heart, O love divine, 

Through all the realms bid discord cease, 
And govern all with power benign 

Of justice, purity, and peace. 



As a mandate from on high 

The Nations hear, and echo back the cry. 

All Nations — 

Thrust back the half-drawn sword ! 
Henceforth be war abhorr'd ! 
Stifle the cannon's roar ! 
Sow blood, reap tears, no more ! 
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Ye winds of God, song laden as ye fly 
Over all lands and seas — 
Proclaim the Jubilee of Jubilees ! 

O Lord our God arise ! 
Confound all enmities ! 

And make them fall. 
Peace and good-will draw nigh ! 
Fell strife and discord die ! 
Oh, hear Thy children cry — 

God save us all ! 
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LOVE REIGNETH OVER ALL. 

AN ODE TO MUSIC. 

Sung by the Metropolitan Liedertafel of Melbourne. 
Music by Professor Elsasser. 



The Seas, the Lakes, the Mountains, and the Trees 
Are living presences ; and he who sees 
Beneath the surface, till this truth be known. 
Is never less alone, than when alone. 

II. 

Music everywhere 

Spreading wide as sunlight and air 

Fills the open ear 

With a harmony full and clear. 
Grand — ^when the fierce storm is pouring 

Wrath on the forest and mountains ; 
Sweet — when the birds' songs are soaring 

Over the meadows and fountains ; 



Digitized by Google 



Love Reigneth Over AIL 



51 



Wild — ^when ocean deep, 
With the throb of the storm in its waves, 

Springs with thundering leap 
At the rocks and the roaring caves. 

III. 

But the purest, grandest tones that float around 
Earth and heaven, are but empty sound 
Till responsive souls receive and raise the tone 
Into songs and anthems of their own. 

IV. 

Rest, weary heart ! 

Gently murmur the rills ; 
Hope thou in God ! 

Sing the forest-clad hills : 
Storm stirs the soul, like a battle song, cheering the fight 
In the conflict for Right. 

V. 

Thunder's roll and the fierce Lightning's ray 
Drive fell vapours and dark mists away, 
Clearing the heavens for a brighter day. 

Tempest and darkness receding, 

Splendour of sunshine succeeding, 
Beauty clothes the earth in her brightest array. 
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VI. 

Join in our chorus of joy, O Earth ! 
Thou in thy sunshine as we in our mirth, 
Bright Thoughts and Fancies troop on us in throngs, 
Raptures of Spirit burst forth into songs ; 
All the glow of Love revealing. 
Rising with its genial power 
Through the darker moods of feeling 
Into Joy's triumphant hour. 

VII. 

Aid us Music ! 
Words cannot utter what souls can feel — 

Mighty Music ! 
Thought cannot shape what thy tones may reveal. 

VIII. 

In the splendour of hght and loveliness glowing before us 
A glory of Infinite Tenderness seems to bend o'er us, 

And blissful greetings fall 
As if Heav'n would take from the earth all its sadness, 
And fill every soul with only this one song of gladness — 

Love reigneth over all. 
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MOUNT PIZGAH. 

** Then shall the dust return to the earth as it was and the 
spirit shall return to God who gave it." 

Thou ancient man, with face and brow deep lined, 
Furrowed with heavy sorrow, care, or sin, 
Yet with keen eyes uplifted clear and bright, 
Surely thy thoughts are not of Earth, but Heaven. 
I pray thee think ajoud — and thus he spake : 

" Standing upon the margin of the grave 

Beyond the time allotted man on Earth. 
" The Spirit in my flesh is searching deep 
«* Beneath all outward fleeting forms of things 
" To find the truth and essence of their being. 
" What is their real existence ? what is mine ? 

One certain truth is clear ; the actual life 

Is not the seen but the invisible. 

All human faculty of vision needs 

Correction of the record first received. 

First sight is but appearance — Often false. 

With deeper sight and fuller knowledge — Some — 

(Alas, how few) may reach reahty. 
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What shall we say then ? Did the Power which gave 

Our eyes and reason — ^give them but to mock us ? 

Nay verily ! The simplest Soul on earth 
" May come to truth, and God, if but the search 

Be earnest and sincere. The thickest veil 
" Twixt us and Truth is self sufficiency ; 
" With lack of faith in Goodness and in God 
** The only and the great realities. 

" Though ' Clouds and darkness 
" Are round about Him — Righteousness and judgement 
'* Are still the habitation of His seat/' 

How stands it then, before that Seat, with thee 
Thou earth-stained soul ? Will Righteousness and 

Judgement" 
Reward or punish ? In the eyes of men 
The record of thy life is fair. More free 
From stain — more noted for good deeds 
Than that of many who have won the praise 
And love of man. But "Righteousness and Judgement,'* 
Looking upon it with the eye of God, 
May set a higher standard, 

" High above 
" The Seat of Righteousness and Judgement, stands 
The Throne of Mercy. On it sits the Christ ! 
With awful reverence and fear I knelt 
Before the Judgement seat, with head bowed low 
In guilty shame until a higher voice 
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Called me to look upon the face of Him — 
" The perfect Son of God and Son of Man : 
** And, in the faith of Him, my brother, seek 
And find atonement. So I die, assured 
That He and I in God are one for ever." 
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